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Madame Waldor then read in a tone of great emotion her
friend's lines; they were full of noble sentiments, and spoke
the most graceful praise. Mademoiselle Rachel uttered no
word of gratitude, made no sign of courteous acknowledg-
ment. She maintained the same immovable, stiff silence.
Had she been deaf, dumb, and blind, she could not have ap-
.peared more insensible to this touching homage sent to her
from the brink of the grave. The gnests looked at each other
in astonishment. Madame Waldor turned abruptly away.
'• That little girl," said she, aloud to Madame de Gasparin,
with her rough Breton frankness, careless of being overheard,
" that little girl has received of Heaven a great gift, but with
it she has neither heart nor brains."
Madame Waldor subsequently met Mademoiselle Rachel at
the houses of Madame de Recamier. and other persons of dis-
tinction where fashion had introduced the actress, but she nev-
er saw reason to change her opinion.
Among the charges brought against Rachel even at this
early period of her career was that of lacking tenderness, fem-
inine softness. To- this her partisans reply that she possesses
both in an eminent degree, but that she lacks the faculty of
expressing them from the very fact that her voice is so well
suited to the utterance of violent passions. Neither has she
the gift of tears, and of this deficiency she is herself fully
aware; we can not call forth the tears of others unless we can
ourselves weep, or at least are deeply moved. In proof that
she had no real feeling, and that her exquisite acting was the
result of quick perception and earnest study, it was urged that
when she came off the stage her pulse remained perfectly nat-
ural, her skin cool, her voice calm, even though she had just
exhibited the utmost extremes of mental agony on the boards.
This assertion, however, is not correct. Whatever the degree
of feeling Mademoiselle Rachel may possess, the above allega-
tions as to the lack of external tokens of it are false. When
playing some of her arduous roles, she was covered with per-
spiration even in the depth of winter. After the utterance
of the terrific imprecations of Camille, she used to remain sev-
eral minutes gasping for breath, her eyes seeming to withdraw
into their orbits, and her lips assuming a violet hue. A con-

